III.
Bach, the rocking of branches in a gentle wind, air rhythmically flexing in gusts as if the universe were just a pair of healthy lungs. As if the branches, around dusk, tire of the various exercises of contrition and release sacrificial leaves, begging insects for a few moments of peace. As if autumn were just another story festering in the mind of God. Like heaven, electricity, and the invention of music that does not end. 
XIII.
She rubs her stomach and says the child will be here soon.
XIV.

Sing:
The belly is an altar, the belly is a fruit.
The baby likes to kick with his tiny foot. 
XV.
Chant
